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to his ideals, fitly rounding a career that from the start has been
singularly worthy	Whatever we may think of the theory he
worked out, no one can dispute its benevolent spirit	He was the
most unselfish of men. He coveted neither wealth nor the leisure
so dear to the thinker. Ambition in the ordinary sense did not move
him and though he dearly loved the sympathy of his fellow-men the
usual rewards of popularity left him indifferent. His courage, moral
and intellectual, was unwavering, unquestioning, prompt and stead-
fast.
One of the candidates was out of the race for the mayoralty.
But Henry George's supporters, wishing his name to remain on
the ballot, urged that his son, Henry George, Jr., carry on by
allowing his own name to appear on the ticket.
The New York Sun reported: "Young Mr. George was in-
formed of his nomination by Tom Johnson, in the corridor of
the [Union Square] hotel. Mr. Johnson was so full of emotion
that he could hardly speak. He took hold of Mr. George by the
two shoulders and blurted out: They have nominated you for
your father's place/
"Young George had not expected it, and he turned pale at the
announcement. For a moment or two he was silent, then he
said:
"'I will accept the nomination and I promise if elected to
carry out all the promises my father made. I stand for the prin-
ciples for which he stood. I pledge myself to carry them out/ "
The vote which the son received on election day was only a
tribute of loving sentiment. To George's party and followers it
seemed in no way an indication of the number of votes which
his fatter would have received.
This campaign of the son was, of course, only a nominal one.
Indeed, issues in the election were almost forgotten in the sor-
row, and with the sorrow a dedication, which filled the thoughts
of the economist's friends. Grief-stricken visitors poured into
the JeflFersonian Democracy headquarters. Mrs. George received
many of them, perfectly poised and tearless. It was not until
four months later that she was able to write of her husband's last
campaign to the faithful Edward Robeson Taylor in San Fran-
cisco:
In the face of such a loss I can only say that for him I have nothing
to wish—the end was a fitting one to life—a glorious one. Oh, Doctor,

